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Summary: 





Karst takes severe wounds while training in Mars Lighthouse. 


Don't You Dare Pity Me 


She’s shaking in pain as she watches her blood leak out of 
her body and onto the floor. Karst is only standing because 
she’s holding onto her scythe, which is still standing. Around 
her, she hears the whispers of the group--a small group of 
Proxians, training to their last sacred duty, to guard the 
Lighthouse. 


Guarding the Lighthouse. What a joke. 


She’s panting heavily now, aware that with the blow she’s 
taken, she won’t be getting up any time soon. Feebly, she 
tries to call on the Aura Psynergy inside of her, but she can’t 
focus enough to get more than a few sparks out--nothing 
worth healing her with. 


“Karst--” She hears somebody say. She turns to see Jenna’s 
alarmed expression, and the world goes black; Karst is aware 
that her body hits the ground, because of pain in her head, 
and then nothing. 


When Karst comes to, she’s in a bed in the Sanctum. Her 
head is pounding, and her wounds ache. She hadn’t been 
aware she had taken so many of them; she had been aware 
of the gaping stomach wound, and the chest and head 
blows, but not aware of the wounds on her arms, or legs, or 
her back for that matter. 


Karst gasps for air after a moment; air from inside the 
Sanctum felt so much better than the oppressive air inside 
of Mars Lighthouse. She’s aware of somebody handing her a 


glass of water, and Karst downs it greedily, aware how some 
of it spills down her chin. 


Vaguely, she thinks to herself that Menardi must have heard 
the news, even if Karst isn’t sure what news there would be. 

Maybe that Karst had foolishly run in to save the other 
warriors--that Karst had held off a triggered trap for an 
incredibly long time by herself--but it seemed that Karst had 
been denied that warrior’s death. 


“Karst?” 
That’s not Menardi’s voice. 


Karst looks over at Jenna. Karst doesn’t even smile, doesn’t 
give much of a positive reaction at all. Instead, she looks 
back up at the ceiling of the Sanctum--covered in ancient 
writing and pictograms of the way the world was before 
Alchemy was sealed--and bitterly says: “You should have 
left me to die. That is our way.” 


“It wasn’t my choice--” 


“Only a Valean would have influenced the decision to save 
me.” Karst cut across Jenna’s attempts to apologise. 


M 


“I just--” Jenna manages to get out before Karst sits up. “-- 
Karst, your wounds! They couldn’t heal everything, you need 
rest --” 


“Don’t you dare pity me.” Karst snaps out, forcing herself 
upright. The world goes grey for a moment, and she feels 
the world spin, but she keeps herself upright through it all. 
“GO away, Jenna.” 


“I’m not going anywhere.” Jenna says stubbornly. 


“ I said leave me alone! ” Karst all but yells this time. She’s 
aware of a Sanctum healer coming in then, politely asking 
Jenna to leave, before the healer begins going over Karst’s 
wounds now that Karst is awake. 


“She has... Mixed feelings about this.” The Sanctum healer 
says. 


Karst grits her teeth. “I don’t need anybody’s pity. Least of 
all, Jenna’s.” 


